THIEVES IN THE NIGHT
"An' what price Holy? Hasn't he stopped the
rot ? "
" How do I know ? " said Harris.   " I heard him
jaw, but I can't talk his 	language, and he'd
double-cross his mother for a ha'p'orth o' shrimps."
" Every time," said Punter. " I give you that.
Holy's a nasty business, but he's not going to cut his
throat. Directly I see him to-day, I knew that
somebody'd split."
" D'you think I didn't ? " snarled Harris.
" In course you did," said Punter. " But why did
he come if he wasn't goin' through with the deal ? "
Harris made no answer, and Punter got again to
his feet.
" It's as clear as paint," he continued. " Holy's as
hot as hell. Directly he hears the rumour, he sees his
chance. ' Pie for Holy/ he says. He knows he's on
the wrong horse: but he can't get his price about the
right one, so he's goin' to see that we win. There'll
be an objection later, but Holy'll have drawn his
money before we're disqualified. At least, that's his
idea."
" Too good to be true," said Harris.
" Don't you believe it," said Punter. " Holy was
born a crook, but that's as far as he goes. All he
knows, he was born with: he hasn't had no experience
to make him wise. He can do his neighbours all right,
an' cook the chapel accounts. He's good enough to
swindle 'is country-bumpkin friends. An' he's done it
so long, he thinks he's a	Napoleon when it comes
to doin' a deal."
"We'll know on Wednesday," said Harris and
lighted a cigarette. " Till then I'm taking no chances.
He knows we can't talk German, an1 when he spoke
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